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ADVERTISEMENT. 
—— 


Tims trifle is committed to the preſs with every 
zoffible ſenſation of gratitude to the public, for the 
kind reception it experienced; yet I ſhould be vainly 
ſelf-ſufficient were I not principally to attribute its 
ſucceſs to the natural colouring Mr. BAN NST ER, 
Jun. gave to the 


BENEVOLENT TAR, 


His exertions merit, and I beg his reception of, my 
warmeſt thanks, Indeed, I am conſiderably indebted 
to every Performer concerned in it ; but ſingularly 
ſo to Mr. Reeve, for the ſimplicity and livelineſs of 
his Muſic, OT 

Mr. Col Max's liberality is proverbial, and to 
acknowledge it were unneceſſary; therefore, avoid- 
ing the ſubject, I ſubmit 2 production to the 
Reader's peruſal without further preface, than ſoli- 
N him to conſider it as among the early efforts 
of a Dramatic Adventurer. | 


Taz AUTHOR.. 


hy * 


N. B. The lines marked with inverted Commasy” 
are omitted in the repreſentation. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON. 


T1 A - 4 = (FEE — 
we MS a 


The Baron, Mr. Aiken. 4 
Theodore, ROI e e Mr. Barrymore. q 
Edmund, - - - Mr. Dignum. 


Will Steady, - - Mr. Banniſter, Jun. 
Page, - » »- - » - Miſs Menage. 
Sally, - - »- - - +» Mrs, Bland, 
Servants, &c. - 


SCENE——The Baros's Caftley and Parts adjacent. 
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SCENE. 
An Apartment in the Baron's Caſtle. 


Theodore diſcovered. 
THEODOR. 


C URS'D infatuation !—Madneſs to riſque fo 
vaſt a ſum! and not my own too !—Gaming will 
work my ruin, 'The Baron's partiality muſt de- 
creaſe when he diſcovers this embezzlement !—— 
againſt his return muſt my accounts be truly ſtated 
—what's to be done ?—how to look him in the face, 
I know not. 


A 2 Enter 
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©. 


Enter Servant. 


SERVANT, 


The Baron's juſt arrived, and brought with him 
his niece Louiſa, 
THEODORE. ws 
Arrived !—then I'm undone (aſide) was every thing 
prepared for his xeception ? 


SERVANT, 

Yes, every thing. 

| THEODORE. 

But I am not prepared—Diſtraftion ! /a/ide ) 
SERVANT. 


His firſt enquiry was for you ; it ſeems he wiſhes 
much to—but he's here. / looking out } 


THEODORE, 
He'll certainly diſcover my agitation—Deceit ! 
Hypocriſy ! now ſmooth theſe tell-tale features ! 


Enter Baron and Page, 


BARON, 
What, Boy ! thou'rt quite fatigued ? 


PAGE. | 
Yes, my good Lord, as tired as any thing ;—pray 
an't you a little? | 


* 


BARON. 
No, Child ; my robuſter limbs are more inured to 
travel; but attend Louiſa, know her wiſhes, and 
then thou may'f have reſt. 


PAGE, 
Thank you, my Lord, 
SERVANT 70 PAGE, 


Here's a letter for you; it has been waiting your 
return theſe three days. 


PAGE, 
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PAGE, 


From my dear, dear mother! Lies it) but I 
muſt run and wait upon my Lady before I can ſpare 
time to read 1t over, 


| [ Exennt Page and Servant. 


BARON, 
Theodore ! 
THEODORE, 
My Lord! 
BARON. 


From early infancy, as far as nature warranted, 
I've acted as a father to you; and fince the unhappy 


abſence of my ſon, you in a meaſure have ſupplied 


his loſs, and found a fond one in me; e'en this very 
caſtle has been little leſs ſubject to your controul 
than mine. 


THEODORE, 
Sir!—I—my Lord !—what means he? a 
BARON. q * 


I have received convincing proofs of gratitude 
for this; — ſtrict probity and rectitude have mark'd 
your conduct. 

THEODORE. 

Does he ſuſpect me!—I'm trembling on a pre- 
cipice ! ſaſide my Lord! 

BARON. | 

You ſeem confuſed—Worth ever ſhrinks from 
9 Deſert has often too much diffidence but 
uten to me. ; 

| THEODORPE. 
Your goodneſs overpowers—I— 


: BARON, 

I know your heart, Honour preſides there; and 
Merit while I've power ſhall ne'er go unrewarded ; 
tis now ſome eight years ſince my ſon embark'd 

from 


F\ 


from hence; fince when, not the leaſt intelligence 
concerning him has reach'd me; with many a bit- 
ter pang have I regretted him ;—have fed on hope, 
till my ſoul ficken'd with the flimſy diet; and now 
muſt mourn him, ſwallowed by the mercileſs waves, 
or the victim of diſeaſe ;—I have long admired thy 
virtues, therefore in preference to relatives, mean to 
adopt thee as my heir, | 
| THEODORF, 

Such unlooked for generofity !—my Lord, my 
poor deſerts | 

EARON. 


Thou'rt rich in worth—no thanks—*tis my firm 
determination ;—nay, to convince you, the hand 
deſtin'd for my ſon—{(excuſe a ſigh to his lov'd me- 
mory) Louiſa's fondneſs for my Ko ſhall be trans- 
ferr'd to thee. Going, returns.) But hold—] re- 
queſted your accounts might be made all clear by my 
return; I doubt not that they are ſo—thon ſee'ft my 
journey was to ſerve thee—when I've refreſh'd, we'll 
meet again—T'd have all clear, know the tull value 
of my worldly goods, my truſty ſervants well pro- 
vided for, and then farewell, 'Theodore——be 
punctual an hour hence. [ Exit, 


THEODORF, 

Punctual ! diſt raction torture! Was ever ſo 
fair a proſpect blaſted in the bud !—if I confeſs my 
crime Ino hopes, 1 fear, of pardon : will not the 
ſhew of honeſty, with which I've gloſs'd my charac. 
ter, add the double guilt of duplicity to breach of 
truſt? Did men but anticipate their mental torments 
- concealing it, no one would commence villain. 

y time is hort bow to ſupply the deficiency 
friends I've none—ſave Ms Tre injur'd. The 
ruin'd Duke of Sharpers, like the dying ſtag, is 
ſhunn'd by his own herd: I can't reflect and deſ- 
pe ration now muſt be my monitor. [ Exit, 


C ENE. 
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SCENE. 
A Weed, with a diſtant View of the Caſtle. 


Enter Edmund and Will Steady. 


W1LL STEADY. 


Yeo, ho! your honour | here we are! within piſtol 
ſhot of the port: let me alone for a pilot: I'll ſteer 
you ſafe into the harbour of happineſs, or may I 
never engage the eſteem of a commander again. 


EDMUND, 


Thou haſt it —Fidelity has link'd thee to me by 
the bonds of friendſhip ; our intimacy grew in the 
hour of misfortune, and proſperity ſhall never wither 
it. Have you fully learnt whether the Baron, my 
Father, lives ? 

WILL, 


Lives! aye, to give me good chear, and you a 
* welcome. No danke but you'll hail your 
Louiſa too, ready to ſlip her cable on a matrimonial 
cruiſe, to reward you for all paſt perils. 


EDMUND. 

Perils indeed! Little did I imagine, when I quit. 
ted England, my return would have been ſo cruelly 
retarded ! | 

4 WILL. 

Nor I either; an eight years voyage makes /al? 
junk diſreliſhing ; biſcuits breed, and gives freſh water 
the ſcent of ſour-crout. 


EDMUND. 
To be ſhipwreck'd !—a captive ! 
WILL, | FOO Fs. 
Aye, down the went !—our meſſmates buried in a 
watery 
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Fa 


watery grave, left us puſſing and 1 away 
like two Newfoundland whelps after a tar- barrel; 
to be taken up by a kind Caſtilian I next morning 
an Algerine hove in ſight 


c 


| EDMUND, 
And captivity was the conſequence. 
* 


WILL, | 
* Aye, that was grievous !—cut me to the heart, 


damme !—a Britiſh ſailor loves native freedom too 
well, ever to willingly let a foreigner intertere with it, 


EDMUND. 
: True, William; and 
WILL. 


Had but a ſcore of our countrymen been on board, 
ſhe'd ne'er ha' yielded, for an Ergli/#man never frites 
his colours,, while he's able to An. another /troke. 


EDMUND. 
But the Algerine's force was ſuperior. 
| WILL. 


What then ?—there's but little honour in drub- 
bing an equal! Gad! I ſhall never forget the day! 
they made a Hol- bed of our main deck, our hammacks 
were all in a blaze; grape ſhot was poured in at our 
port-holes, and many a Hen-hearted fellow was car- 
ried to the cock-pit, 


* 


EDMUND. 
Let us purſue our track —if my Louiſa lives, and 
is but true ! 
WILL. 


Aye, your honour, there's the charm on't ; if »y 
listle Sal, my pretty Pinnace fails but in ſmooth wa- 
tiers. 
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ter, my heart's timbers are as ſound as ever; but if 
grief has ſhatter'd her hulk, or ſhe's founder'd in 
2 hard ſquall of adverſity, farewell to comfort; I'll 
hand the gold, good luck has given me, to the firſt 
honeſt heart I meet, and away to ſea again; for I 
can't enjoy comfort on ſhore, without Sal ſhares it 
with me. 

EDMUND, 


How long have you been married ? 


WILL. 


Eight years, and a handful of months, Dear girl! 
I left her juſt after we'd launch'd a pledge of our af- 
ſection; we were poor, ſo I ſet fail in ſearch of bet- 
ter fortune ; I buſs'd her—my heart was too full 
to ſpeak—our infant ſtretch'd out his little arms, by 
way of good-bye—Sal ſhed an ocean of tears—l 
blubber'd out « heaven's bleſs ye, —and left her to 
the care of Providence and the wide world ever ſince. 


EDMUND. 


We both, William, entertain our hopes and fears, 
The lite and conftancy of Louiſa, are my harbingers 
to happineſs, while yours are the truth and exiſtence 
of your Sally. 

WILL. 


As for her truth, your honour, I ſhould deſpiſe 
myſelf were I to doubt it; it ſhe's gone to old Davy, 
] don't care how ſoon I tollow her; for, like the 
pow galley-ſlave, who ſo oft' rais'd our feelings to 
m0 aa mark, in captivity, I fear ſhe died broken- 


EDMUN Dy 
Poor fellow! how much at that period his fate re- 


ſembled ours His melancholy ditty ſtill vibrates on 
my ear! | 


BALLAD. 
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BALLAD, 


Oh! think on my. fate! once I freedom enjoy'd, 
Was as happy, as happy could be ! 

But pleaſure is fled even hope is deſtroy d! 
A Captive, alas l on the feal 2 

I was ta en by the foe—'twas the fiat of fate 

. tear me from her I adore ! 

en thought brings to mind my once happy ſtate, 

I figh !--while I tug at the — 225 


4 


. 


1 Hard, hard is my farel— Oh! how galli chain! 
« My life's feer'd by miſery's j wand 
'« And though gainſt my tyrants I ſcorn to complain, 
« Tears guſh forth to eaſe my full heart ; IJ 
« I difdain e'en to ſhrink, tho' I feel the ſharp laſh; 6 
« Yet my breaſt bleeds for her I adore! N 
« While around me, the unfeeling billows will daſh, 
„I figh!-—and ſtill tug at the ar. 


8 


How Fortune deceives - had pleaſure in tow, 
The port where ſhe dwelt, we'd in view; 

But the wiſh'd nuptial morn was o'erclouded with'woe, 
And, dear Anna! I was hurried from you) 

Our ſhallop was boarded, and I borne away, 

| To behold my dear Anna no more! 

But deſpair waſts my ſpirits, my fonm feels decay 
He ſigh'd and expir d at the oar! ldm.” 


SCENE, 
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SCENE 


A Gothic Hall in the Baron's Caſtle, 
Euter Theodore, much agitated. 


THEODORE, 

Time ſtrides with rapid ſtep to the period that muft 
diſcover me! ſo dreadful ſeems this ſummons to my 
trial, that I cannot even conjure up a phantom of 
defence !—What if I abandon the caſtle ? — my 
fortune's then for ever marr'd; — Louiſa too !--[ 
muſt loſe her—are there no means? 


PAGE, without, : 
No, I can't indeed, upon my word, 
P 


THEODORE, 

Umph 1—the Page! He's a rival in the favours 
of my Lord, and time may make him dangerous— 
he little dreams my arts drove hence his prudiſh mo- 
ther, whom I will perſecute till 


E t Pa „ 
nter Pag 0 2 


Pacx. 

Ah, Theodore! you can't think how tired I be 
we had not a ſingle bait all the whole way; I de- 
clare now, if you'll believe me, my poor little nag 
is quite knock'd up. 

7 | THEODORE, | 

I've often wiſhed to ruin this pert boy—the means 
occur—an accuſation ſtrongly laid, 'tis hard for inno- 
cence to exculpate itſelf. [ Aide and Exit. 


, PACE. . 

Umph, Mr. Gruff-cap !—you're quite ſulky to- 
day! teggs! who cares? My poor mother told me 
he was no friend. Bleſs me! it I hadn't quite for- 
got her letter! How pleas'd I was when my Lady 
gave me enough to ſend! though I never told her 
what it was for: [reads the letter in dumb ſpew, often 
kiſſing it) Ah! now mother—you're too kind! you 
always loved me, and gave me money when you had 
it, 
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it, and ſure I ought to do the ſame when I grow 
up and am rich, I'll give you enough to buy a houſe © 
of your own to live in; and then no ſurly fellow ? 
dare turn -you out; and I hope that won't be long f 
firſt, for I'm as big again as when I left home, | 


BALLA D. 


When a little merry he, 
My mother nurs'd me on ther knee, 
Smiles and kiſſes ſhe gave, with joy, 


And call'd me oft her darling boy: 5 
School-boys pranks, as big I grew, 1 
1 lik'd; but lik'd my leſſons too; 1 
Frowns or whippings I ſeldom got. | 


And ſometimes praiſes were my lot. 

Soon my Lord receiv'd me here, 

Fine cloaths he gave, and dainty chear; 

Lords and Ladies me much careſt ; 

But ſtill I love my mother beſt : 1 
For when a little, &c. &c. ' 


T never do think of mother but I wiſh myſelf with 
her again !—Heigho !—it's pity I'm ſo ſleepy no 
matter—IL'Il take my nap here, in this arm chair; 
ecod! for all the world like an alderman after dinner 
—muſt have one more peep at my letter tho'— 7 
Heigho ! [reading the letter drops to ſleep.) Is 
Enter WILL STEADY. 1 
A little elevated, a flaſk bottle in his hand. 2 
3 | WILL» *Y 
So, ſteady !—I've left my commander abaſt, to 
heave a-head whenever the fit takes—and ſhall crowd 
canvas towards the cabin of my ſweet Sally. 3 
Heigho! {drinks and fighs) here's to onr merry | © 
meeting !—his honour, and I, were long buffetted } 
about before we fell in with good-luck—but this 
prize.on our return has ſet all afloat again—a twin 
pair of pretty purſes, well lined, have I ſecur'd to 
POO B 2 throw 


row 
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e 
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Sthrow into Sal's lap when I ſalute her—eh ! //eeing 
Page )—ſate ſtow'd little one quite a calm, and 
ſnug in your hammock ! {Takes up the letter. )—His 
ſailing orders, mayhap ?—may'nt be able to drop 
EZ down to ſafe moorings if he loſes this tide.— Yeo, 
FZho!—No, I'll not pipe all hands neither, 'till L've 
2 overhaul'd his warrant—here goes Reads) —« My 
% dear child, Your uncle, who is better at his pen 
e than I, at my requeſt writes you this,'—Umph !— 
„% Excnſe the tears that have blotted the paper, 
„Providence enabled you to aſſiſt me in the hour 
of adrerfity, —Heaven will reward you accept a 
„ mother's bleſſing, and——” Fre read enough 
T avalt—never felt ſuch a kind of choaking before 
nor my eyes half ſo moiſt all the foul weather I've 


ſeen—poor Lad I. Sdeath! I've but a paltry kind 
of heart, when a child's charity makes it heave ſo! 
if lie were mine, I'd give—Here'll be plenty for 
Sal and I! (rakes out à purſe) fo, ecod I'll make a 
good uſe of t'other, (puts the other in Page's pocket) 
and when you wake and overhaul your lockers, think 
Providence will never let filial affection founder, or 
a good deed go untewarded. Well, doing as one 
likes makes a body deviliſh govd-humoured ; I'm 


I now ſo merry !—I could jig it till the forecaſtle- 
* ſhook again—let me but come along fide Sal, a 


few old meſſmates in our wake, and dammed!. I'd 
enjoy this, as if it were my wedding day! 


SONG. 


When ſeated with Sal, all my meſſmates around! 
Fal de ral de ral de ri do! NE 
The glaſſes ſhall jingle, the joke ſhall go round; 
With a bumper! then here's to ye boy, 
Come Laſs a buſs, my cargo's joy. 
Here Tom. be merry, drink about, 
If the fea was grog we'd ſee it out, 
For we're met here to be jolly, jolly boys; 
For we're met chere to be jolly, . | ; * 


| | a” 
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Strike up the fiddles, Dick; girl gi's your hand, | 
| Fal de ral, &c, | 
Take partners, odzooks, ne'er ſhilly ſhally ſtand, 11 
Lead up, caſt down, and hands acroſs, | 
Now Lads another noggin toſs — 
Here's the.commander I love moſt, | 
Join meſſmates in my loyal toaſt, 10 
The King. drinks) We have met, &c, 


In glee, gig, and merriment, the moments fly, 
Fal de ral, &c. 
While Bacchus's bumpers brighten friendſhip's eye, 
Oh, damme, old one, tip's your hand, 
Will's ſervice ever pray command ; 
"Tis paſtiwe, pleaſure, joy, delight! 
| Another glaſs and then good night. 
| (Wives and ſweethearts). For we're, &c. 


8 


| Exit. 
1 The Scene cleſes, 
| ö 
il SCENE. 
1 A view near the Caſtle, b- 
Enter Sally, 2! 
1 | SALLY. | 
LH | I'm ready to fink with walking fo far! but my 


1 mind would not bide at eaſe till ] ſee my poor boy! 
1 he has been my only comfort ſince his father leſt me! 
in and Theodore's cruelty has driven me at a diſtance 
. from him theſe three years! twas on his account, I 
| learn, my landlord diſtreſs'd me ſo for my rent! all, A 
| Lt becauſe 1 wou'dn't liſten to his wicked wiſhes ! No, 4 
p William, though I ſhould never ſee you again, will 
| I ever hearken to another; you were my firſt loye, 
1 and ]'lt ne'er abide the thoughts of a ſecond. How 
4 oft have we, in our days of courtſhip, met on this 
if! very ſpot! and when he was away, how I'd wander 
b here, liſtening to the village minſtrel's roundelay. 


SO NG. 


* 
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x SONG. 
How ſweet when the filver moon is blinking, 
Through meads to wander, flow and mute 
And of ſoine abſent lover thinking, 
* Liften fo the tender Jute : 
Or at the jocund dawn of day, 
When feather'd choirs are ſinging, O 
And ſprightly ſounds the ſportive lay, 
And village bells are ringing, O! 


To the merry, merry ſtrain to dance and play, 
And over the greenſward trip away. 


While the love-lorn maid is fondly ſighing, 

Let muſic ſoft her ears aſſail; 
In plaintive murmurs, breezes dying, 

Liſten to the tender tale: 
Or at the jocund, &c. [ Retires up the flage,. 

Enter Will Steady. 
WIL L.- 4 

Tol de rol lol--how chearful acting right makes: 
Ja body my heart never was puff'd onward to plea- 


X fare with ſo gratifying a gale fince I left my own- 


JF little cabin—eh ! a tight wench II wiſh ſhe'd tack. 
about, and let's take a peep at her. ſtem as well as 
her ftern— 4 

SALLY. | 

] tremble to be ſeen at the caſtle, for fear of that 
wicked Theodore! (crofes the ſtage) | 

WILL. 

What tack and tack !' well, if the wind's in that 
quarter let's ſee if. (Se turns round, ſcreems and faints) 
Zounds ! this day's to ſtart the timbers of my heart! 
it never thump'd ſo hard againſt my ribs in it's life- 
before: Sally! | | 


SALLY. h 
William !—it's ſurely a dream !—I can't believe 
my ſenſes ! - 
WII. L. | 
And I'm quite out of mine—with joy : well, and: 
how are you here's little—have I—eh Sally ?— 
> IP > ſtop» 


— , §—·»-Ä— 7—·˙¹*‚ꝛ ! mm m w ̃ HS 
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ſtop my breath with kiſſes, and then pump freſh life | 
into me, by ſaying the Lad's like his father—have I 1 


{till a boy, Sal?—1s he—eh ? 
; SALLY. 


You have Oh William I'm too overjoy'd to | 
| ſpeak, ; 


WILL. 


Then I'll e'en ſeal your lips till you're no longer 
tongue- tied (Lies her)—well and how have you. | 
done ?—where is my little cock- boat? 


SALLY. 

Your child's at the caſtle—the Baron met him one 
evening near our old cottage, (which loſt all it's 
comfort when you left it,) aſk'd ſeveral queſtions, 
and was ſo pleas'd with the boy's anſwers, that he 
has been in his family ever fince ; but Cruelty drove 
me from him, Diſtreſs followed, and to his duty and 
affection I we | 

| WILL. 

What ?—well was ever ſuch a—we'll ſteer to the 
Caſtle directly] long to—Sal, here's a heavy purſe 
to make your heart light—'gad! I'm ſo happy! I 
could—we'll be the envy of the whole hamlet—no 
neighbour ſhall want his whiſtle wetting :—but did 
* thoughts never loſe ſight of a body, all the time 

was gone ? | 
| SALLY, 

Did your's of me? 


DUET, 


WILL. 
Since we parted, dear girl, were you conſtant and true? 
f sALLx. 
Did you ne'er forget Sal, ſince ſhe bade you adieu? 
| - WILL, 
No thought but of you, e'er could comfort impart : 
2 | SALLY. | 

And your image has dwelt ever ſince in my heart. 

| WILL, 


. 
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WILL, 
But happy once more in each other—fate ſmiling— 
SALLY. 
And peace, love, and plenty, the moments beguiling:— 
BOTH, 
We'll dance, and ſing, fal, de, ral, la, lal, lal, la! 
While the fiddles Krike up, and the village is gay. 
5 SALLY. 
« Each ève when our villagers all were at reſt, 
« Awake, thoughts of thee often tortur'd my breaſt ; 
WILL.. 
t On deck keeping watch, or when chain'd out of view, 
« I never, no never, could think but of you: 
« Be happy, &c. &c. 
BOTH, 
Our love has been mutual, our ſuff' rings the ſame, . 
We aſk not for honours, for grandeur,.or fame ; 
But our ſnug little cot for a friend's face it wears, 
Where Providence kindly may bleſs us for years : 
And happy, &c. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE. 
An Apartment in the Caſtle. 


Enter Baron and Theodore. 
BARON, 
How !—guilty of theft !—I am aſtoniſh'd ! 
THEODORE, 
And ſo was I, my Lord ; but miſſing conſiderable 
ſums, and finding this letter from his mother 
4 BARON. 
His mother! (lool at the letter] — to relieve a pa- 
rent !—ſuch an act might mitigate the crime here 


is he? 


THEODORE. 
Here, my Lord. 
Enter Page. 
PAGE (/inging.) 
cc Lords and Ladies me much careſt, 


C But ſtill I love my mother beſt,” —— 


My 
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My Lord, I beg your pardon ; but indeed I did not 
fee you. 
BARON, 
Pray, my generous youth, who furniſhes you with 
means to make theſe preſents to your mother? 


PAGE + 
Why, my Lord, you know you are very kind to- 
me ; and my Lady, ſhe's ſo good 


BARON, 
A crime I deteſt to mention gives the means,—are 
you no | 


PACE, 


What,. my Lord? you frigbten me! 
g BARON. 
Falſe to your truſt—a thief !—a little purloining 


villain ! whom J have cheriſhed, 'till, ſerpent like, 
it turns to ſting it's preſerver!—inſtant confeſs, if 


PAGE, 

What ſhoula J confeſs, my Lord ?—T never touch'd 
any money, but what you and my lady Hare me, 
and ſurely there was no harm 

BARON, 

Let him be ſearch'd—tho' I doubt he is too cun- 
ning a practitioner, to carry proots about him— 
ſearch him, Theodore you tremble, villain ! 


* PAGE, 

I do indeed, my Lord ;—you never. were angry 
with me before, and I always tried hard not to de- 
ſerve 1 it; your ſuſpicions hurt me ſo—!— 

THEODORP. 

Thoſe ſuſpicions are confirm'd—{(/ews the purſe 
he has taken from Page's pocket)—behold, my Lord, 
this evidence H am aſtoniſhed! ſure my lucky ſtars 
are now predominant ! (Ade) 


BARON. 
Ungrateful child I now abandon yvou—go. with 
Four wicked mother—wander, till want cempels 


you 
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yon to repentance ; or avenging juſtice become your 
puniſher—this purſe—your mother's letter—are ſuch 
proofs ! 


PAGE, 
I did ſend my mother a little money, Sir, elſe 
they'd ha' turn'd her out of doors—pray forgive me, 
it I was wrong; but indeed it was not yours 


THEODORE, 

No whimpering, boy !—your puniſhment's too 
lenient be gone. 

PAGE, 

I don't know who could have put it in my pocket, 
Theodore—nor how it came there—indeed, I don't 
— ſpeak to my Lord, for me? pray do don't turn 
me away, my Lord-—you ever call'd me a good boy, 
'till now-I never, never, did ſuch a wicked thing 
in all my life—oh dear don't, my Lord—I—{/-bs 
bitterly, during this ſpeech, then burſts into a f, of 
tears.) 

THEODORE., 

Be gone! (%% Servants who enter) turn this prat- 
ing urchin into the ſtreet—away with him ( 
feize him.) 

Is; PAGE, | 
Don't be ſo cruel, Theodore !—oh dear! oh dear! 
my Lord ! my Lord! 


As they are hurrying off, enter Will Steady. 
WILL, 
Avaſt! ſheer off you lubbers!—what's all this ? 
THEODORE, | 

Some ruffian friend to reſcue him !— ſeize him and 
his aſſociate inſtantly, 

WILL, 

Seize him! look ye, my fair-weather Spark! I've 
had too much rough treatment lately to take to 1t 
kindly—theretore leſs of your jawing tacks—touch. 
him if you dare—more a finger, and, damme! III 
{nap your gradling irons ſhort as a biſcuit, and unſhip 

OG | every 
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every head rail from larboard to ſtarboard—what's. 
amiſs, my lad ? 
 . THEODORE, 

He has committed a crime, none hat a villain 
would protect him in—theft !—this purſe! this evi- 
dence of guilt! was found upon him! 

WILL. 

Yes, and that purſe was mine—I popp'd it in his 
pocket—another word, and this oak ſapling ſwabs 
the decks of you— Your Honour, I axe pardon, (79 
the Bar.) but here's one aſtern can teſtity this purſe 
belong'd to me /natching it from I heodore gives it ts 
Page,)—there, my Lad, it is again-—and beiter dif- 
pos'd of than e'er a one ever paſs'd through your 
fingers, (To Theodore.) 


Enter Edmund and Sally. 
Sally runs. to. the Page—is going to embrace him Ni 


catches him in his arms.. 
BARON. 

Amazement! my ſon! (Embraces Edmund.) 
WILL. 

And my ſon! damme! I'm as proud of my progeny, 
as the firſt in the land, (heaven's bleſs em!) can be. 
of theirs and what have you got to ſay for yourſelf, 
Mr. Down-in-the-Mouth !. | 

THEO DORA. 

Shame overwhelms me! my Lord, with grief aud 
contrition I confeſs my guilt; gaming, the ſeducing 
origin of various crimes, inſtigated me to appropriate 
vaſt ſums, your property, to a uſe that has brought 
deſtruction on me ut if a life of atonement — 

| BARON. 

Theodore, I tremble to reflect on thy deceit— 
lander your patron! and expiate that crime by in- 
uring the harmleſs and the. innocent but pecu- 

Lion puniſhes itſelf the widow's curſe, and orphan's 

tear, wound deep!—and e'en ſincere repentance, 

ſcarce can expiate the crime, which avarice, * 5 
ang. 
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and ingratitude, ſerve but as vaſlals to—for ever 
quit my fight— 
WILL. 

That's hearty, your Honour! clear the gang- 
way—ſhoot a-head—for damme ! I hate villany too 
much, ever to be preſent at it's puniſhment, 

PAGE, 

Though Theodore has been bad, my Lord, if you'd 
forgive him perhaps he'd mend, and love and thank 
you for it. 

WILL. 

A true chip of the old block, damme! can freely 

pardon an 1 and clap reſentment under hatches 

Well, friend Down-1n-the-mouth, you'll not be 
brought to a court-martial this bout; but take a tar's 
advice, uſe the rudder of honeſty inſtead of deceit, 
2nd then you'll ſteer clear of the ſhoals of puniſhment 
and quickſands of diſgrace. turns to Edmund) 
I told you, your Honour, I ſhould pilot you into 
ſmooth water at laſt, 

EDMUND. 

Thank ye :—Father, I entreat you'll take this 
worthy fellow under your protection together we 
were captives—and together we obtain'd our liberty, 
he was my guardian in the hour of danger, and 

WILL. 

Avaſt! that's the only time to try what timbers a 
veſſel's made of—an't it ?!—no compliments I'd as 
leave be ſet to teaze oakum all my lite as hear em. 

| BARON, | 

Edmund, your return overpowers me with pleaſure : 
the occurrences of theſe laſt few moments will never 
be obliterated !—Louiſa's preſence ſoon ſhall crown 


our joys, and your humble friend, find, ever here, 
a chearful home. 8 


WILL. | | 
Thank your Honour, but you muſt find a home, 
too, for Sal! She and I don't mean to ſleep in ſepe- 
rate hammocks again, till we launch another _ 
| en, OA 


> : 1 
n 1 2 
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eb, Sal? (kiſſes her, then tatches up the Pape J oh! 
you young dog! I never was ſo happy in my life! 
SALLY» 
NorlT either, I'm ſure William! 
| BARON. 
The happineſs, you boaſt, I truſt, is here univer- 
ſal, and no one preſent diſappointed, but him, whoſe 
' vices,” though they merit opptobrium and contempt, 
yet, attended by contrition may excite our pity, 
when juſtice dooms the puniſhment ! 


FINALE. 

EDM. — But danger's o'er; 
Grief, no more 

Shall with frowns appear! 
But mirth and glee, 
Merrily 

Ever crown the year, 

c noRUSs.— Our, &c, 


EDM, By the will of fate, 
2 Joy and grief await -- n 
| . ortals varied ſtate ; e 
Now ſunk in ſorrow, now with mirth eJate ! 
3 But danger, &c. 
=  WILL,-—A ftave L'II troll, 
Round the ſparkling bowl, 
| Io my lovely Sal! 
'$41..—While fond affection glads thy honeſt ſoul |! 


- 


WILL, —— We'll hence be gay 
E SALLY, Each month be May ; 
= WII. No ſtorms annoy — 


sALLVY.— Our future joy: 
BOTH, All danger's o'er, &c. 
CHORUS, —AIlI danger's o'er, &c. 


THE END, 


* 


